Chapter III

THE GREEN 'ISLAND:  MEN OF OMAN

Sweet is the music of Arabia

In my heart, when out of dreams

I still in the thin clear mirk of dawn

Descry her gliding streams.                  DB LA MAUB.

That Prophet ill sustains his holy call

Who finds not heav'ns to suit the taste of all       MOORB.

SA'ID BIN 'ABDULLA is not the only friend of Mkokotoni days whose friend-
ship has continued. There is also Zaidi, who has been not only a friend,
but a faithful retainer during all my subsequent wanderings. Although I
had known him for several months before he came into my service, he was
introduced to riie as a possible servant in the guise of a perfect stranger,

It was- Gokkai who brought him to me. Cokkafs real name was *Isa
and he was Sheha of the village of Potoa, a mile or two north-west of
Mkokotoni. He was a little man, round but not gross, with a stupid face
pitted deeply with smallpox. He was quiet and unassertive and spoke in
rather a husky way, but he was not really stupid at all In fact he had, more
influence than most of the Shehas in die district. He was always good at
finding clove pickers, and helped me much, not only in getting me animals
and birds for the Zoo I kept in my yard, but also in collecting me examples
of native handiwork. He had even taken me on nocturnal excursions tc
watch the activities of die local wizards. Isa himself attributed Ms influence
to a wall-eye which looked to me like an advanced cataract. A pre-
decessor of mine had named him "Cock-eye," and he himself, not knowing
the meaning, had adopted the word as a cognomen of honorific significance
He was known as Cokkai throughout the district. I once suggested that ai
operation might restore the sight to his eye, but he decided against it because
as he said, if he gained the eye he would lose his influence and he preferm
things as they were.

Knowing I wanted a servant he appeared one morning, gliding in hi
usual almost imperceptible way into my office. "Bwana* you want